KABLOOXA
see to it that I make him work as little as possible. Whenever I
turned my back to run on ahead of the dogs, he would let him-
self down on the sled, and with his eyes on me would jump
down again as soon as he saw that I was about to turn and look
back. Algunerk had lied to me and was a dangerous character,
but at least he had been energetic and quick-moving — in-
credibly so for a man of his years. This fellow — much younger
than his son-in-law, by the way— was dull and slow of move-
ment, and infinitely repugnant of personality. You have seen
nothing at all until you have seen this Shongili, in the igloo,
scrape with a knife between his toes, lick the blade, and look
up at you with a great coarse laugh.
But when he set about building an igloo he turned into
another man. This rude and mindless being became suddenly
an artist as he stooped with a sober, concentrated gaze over the
snow. Something profound, mysterious, awoke in him, trans-
figured him, creating a striking contrast with the whole of his
dense and brutish figure.
Choosing his snow, he moved like a man inspired, bowed
over, digging in his harpoon first here, then there, moving at
first swiftly, then slowly, prodding the snow with a gentleness as
if afraid to hurt it. Carefully, he cut out a first row of blocks
and fitted them in a circle round him. Now he stood within
them, not to emerge again until his work was done. The blocks
for the higher rows of the igloo would be cut out from beneath
his feet, and he knew to a square foot what lay where he stood.
He was an architect counting his stones, an Italian mason
raising a dome. Slowly, cautiously, he built up the gradual
spiral that was to be his house. The snail was here constructing
its shell. Bent far over, only his rounded back showing above the
first row of blocks, he dealt fine precise blows with his snow-
knife. He hoisted a block, set it skilfully in place, its inner sur-
face cut on the appropriate bias, and I could hear him puff— it
was his moustache that seemed to puff— as he stared, reflected,
trimmed with light strokes until the block slipped into its place.
It canie to me suddenly that I was watching this man with
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